A CYNIC'S APOLOGY

But if anything is to be done, he must be made to
smart. Someone must do for him that kind office
which had to be done for the mediaeval knight who
had been tumbled over in his impregnable suit of
armour, and force open the rivets. Where is his
vulnerable place? Preaching, however eloquent,
passes over him like a distant and pleasant murmur.
He plants himself more firmly in his seat, and refuses
to budge. He is like a huge wrestler whom I have
seen wearing down his active antagonist by sheer
weight. If he moved, he was thrown in an instant;
but so long as he stood stolidly stockstill no efforts
were of the slightest use. We want someone to stir
him up as the Spanish bull is excited by a firework
or two planted in his neck. Now, fortunately, the
very dullest of mortals is more or less accessible to
contempt. He dislikes being written down an ass.
He throws off his mantle of sevenfold indifference
under a few judicious taunts, and brings his clumsy
strength into the arena. It is curious to remark how,
in a political contest, the loftiest eloquence loses its
effect after a day or two; and some little epigram
thrown out in the heat of the contest remains fizzing
snd sparkling unquenchably, in spite of all efforts
to stamp it out, and keeps up the spirit of the weary
combatants. Keen, scornful common- sense, com-
pressed into a few pungent words, piercing through
the buncombe and the flummery, should be wel-
comed even by those it attacks. It is the signal that
the^ parade of the fencer with blunted foils is over,
and that real work with sharp steel is beginning.

But it may be urged this is, after all, a debasing
view of things.   Cynics who delight to pierce wind-
bags and to 'unmask humbugs, are equally apt to
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